




















































per eS 


penopus eq pee 
* eer. 


-a0 x0 ‘on ‘2 Ae 
sempre ou) go ome of ‘Te * 
Someta neo te eas 


ous wy eum 
Torr rer 
‘> ‘ve ‘e's aes 4 


ae See! 











‘ Tesomee, 
qoqesg poumouss ® mm ‘en ‘on ‘9 ‘ay ‘s ‘ee ‘an a 4 AE 
eee = 4 op 
wasn inbedeaen © 01 ‘oe ‘ov ‘se ‘ot ‘o ‘cr ‘ne Ae 
“eyeen gy go sosedurgy ee vem ‘ie ‘1 ‘e ‘ee Ag 
‘yaod pus rejjeaes) 


: eo wem ‘es ‘GS ‘ts ‘it 
Peace goes oon ‘ee 8 18's} 


-epeo & Ayenee eo; ‘e ‘ut ‘6 ‘oe ts 4a 
wepeen gy porerqereo © ey ‘ot ‘eee ‘us “t ‘ee ‘on vt ‘0 Ame 


eeopemry peqermMuyerp © oy ‘ae ‘ot ‘1 ‘c ‘ae ‘eA 
“meggRypereeee pngyrmeeq © 94 ‘ee ‘os ‘et ‘eo ‘ct Ae 
«: apes poe qPnos pp ., 
Jo woyverpeddes om) 


ne ee in 
qqnay pare © oem ‘bi ‘0 ‘16 ‘6 ‘te ‘5 ‘On oe 
opey “mabey ‘wor epeyenos oq) ¥ 4 
se yeeEmeg © 6 ‘on ‘ae ‘ce Ae 
odes pint 


{ou ‘9 ‘xe ‘10 ‘oe Ans 
‘eo ‘or As 

















pale: pag” A, vem ‘ee ‘on ‘ct ‘or ‘19 ‘ae ‘ee ‘20 ‘os 4g 
“wyeen gg ay WUAvITelstos oq) Ul epn) 
“arene! os 26 BA 'oe Ne 8 AN 
“peed OUINRAS BVERREYS EES GOs WESttem ~ 
“VYROINE SAOBAVTTAZIGIN 








pod gey os0q; ‘oprdumnsuco mor Lyy~I0UN Pe 

© moog «wy e20y) JOAoUOym BUG) ‘BIPOA 

> ie , 4uy oy Payr0A09 ce1quy [e24FO;Os00;001 Lq 
UW ‘esvosyp cures oq so perp ofdoed 
“gral % ‘soys eivod way, “Goydans 
orm wy pop eydood gue‘l ‘seat 
CANGTS GOULET] O[qvyVUL 


ing ““aseod ease wy QOH" BA0 
pn 


0} poyows® soqny Yop [eNsN og) Bajawy ofo¥s 
-<deoes pres ‘pyng soqpe 40 eeF jpids oq) Pind 
pur earooes oF ouidoves s9gQqns v1 PUT ae ‘10d puw 
-dne 40 carey ofqeyrne © UTqo}s 20 ‘durey {W198 Jog 
20 eee Laeujpso we ayy Sapowyd ay 978]F409 
duiey om ay suomercsduy oq) Jo O2ngVE OL 



















uod 


“mao men 008 woPuy yee M 
sor dure] s0qqny MPST BOTT) | a9 + 
Sayavq yeoyed oyster 

oolg Jo 















m™ 


aw 


on 
















A a 


Deacon & Peterson, Publishers, 
NUMBER SIXTY-SIX SOUTH THIRD ST. 


wysqof ey Jo ONO Ged} 104 hq Suydewd <yuuy 


oq O% W988 SBM OFS “POpwoHTEG Suyoq 3200p 
og) *yoos om Lq o1qeye O43 mo edvo#e 04 J HY 
<qrem oy da quite 07 pordiioys uose ys SOU) 
07 #8 JAOTOPA OF SHAM YS FED PUNO | “Jao}ed 


Loud 79y) WUOLO}A Os 0g OF PEE Fem Fey) “OWT 






~eawortop AIq 9 9tUy) Kyy Meme porpt oO o4oGm S104} OUD 
-ayajay ou BPP 19470 20 Loom Law ar0Iy oot Uy MONT Fy yoy ‘Bopenqyoud pood ¥ qs a 
405 eoUNMOT!® enp Buy qin Sore pood ow ~ . 
-uoo epIwAsMge sem oy IME “punod s8A'OAN! | soy puw meq geuyeie UML JeAoIe qary “sea 
Og oq Ayreurpso ‘ood QFiy wy oF Bon . s -onnpoper ot 
aquvowdean uw ese, 0, wie ods 
40g YRS #793 POINGENY W849 We OI, “HOUOG Om OqM Wout ese oneyE °yonT oon pee 1) 


be odn 
soph, 70 Boy v Mee TOAGT OY “wOIGQH) OY UH 
yommoo aF0M FOENXD] Joy puw ous “suodvo 
ysnoqyv 


savek [C1OA98 WUC) UT WOYM “FwYD BOPEIE 10490(] 


p nt 


SP He nee _ 
‘Sidid (V1 ANY NOU! 


7 








«addy « 
40 oavay ¥ “PreBBnys v oq 0; #7 YON] |W Jo Iesom 
oy) 207A PHA HOG OG MOEN | ‘uy poxoUy | ynq 
anoss om par ‘dm pours yeq 1q Jo uN om 1a 
‘eyo qood ey q O70} YORI spavy ery TIM ‘tooaass 
oy Bt OFT £299043 8 yo yno Buydoess ‘woyom 
~opseym) © OOF | WOUM ING YO poursesp 4040} -un 
1009 FHT HOUT TH OMT TY JosH NESTE ON oy aque | on; 
-Boadany ose ‘Aryerpay worl puv #y;qrYy Pood ‘10, ow 
oaseqe pood y “Koni peq jo pouryduios oga 
‘souog Apolaie pur ‘sBayusv9 syq 30 pnjaseo | ogy 
‘ava quopnad Oayyiom pavy “Saye Keo we) oq) 
mouy 10000 T “esl Peg ¥ Fey OGM you, poo# 
ouq sea04u eu y “sued ysouoyeTp fq pay ‘vom 
quopppney Supsnsy fq | suoqenceds ouynZues 
fq *Bayss0pue fq you] sey OO] sporpungy | -ay 
“moposs|p PoHoe, oq | s;aourTpnfeyur pwrjodsod 








in ‘poyeries BajeqT “Joo! ot powoddne qu 


‘Wee oy JO Buydoo oq OF posyes ado] O105 
qua ‘Sop 2 oxy #8, puyy 204 wo Suypuvye 


404 s¥0u 708 04 opqusodar ysourTe 3) 10paes 
oye ‘soqVoNy *eT70q BIG Pomoitos Ayproys 
we ‘open sty pemotos Airpeors om “s0q0 
uy yong oy png Says. w wp 
Supreme 4q youl sy WO] ‘ssoupRG o4pEs00} 
qe “eqeuy Onvoy OF 
poyoaosd yorqa 4 209 #7y Lq ony syy do 
vung Atyen7qedsed ‘open pood ¥ qa * 


“92HO ON Uy Boog eavy prnoy* oq FEM ‘say 


“1x9 0 seOUpeNT pojoedsns 





Baoug & pus;e oF QHaNQuipy 7 


du 
gusoovig avy 






ro woddaw 
POUTMS eT FWY RM JO jar08 oO qawdaty ‘exe A AU) ~y 
SY [jem we ‘er0q Amul [>i ehew ‘einyoo, jueO 


yoy sem Sappiuy esoye poonponuy uno 


“uojjuas 10J poysogquwur ssomLeZVO 
easonqo 0) pasyadans Oy] ¥ 30U em oY ‘oFe 





mond Leap een er pay 


qvout oq Jo wopyTenb oq) 07 yoodsos yi! A ‘moadl [pers wyedte soot on) pay 


j,Weaew 


ea ree apne seesoud 204 pee 






woolq 







Aupads queasy ory uy paddiy 








AC) PRR A te 




















ower 
me Aitey t) 
cea eae RARE 


a eee 


EDMUND DESCON, 
y [. PETERSON, 






eee 


ower 


We're better as we are! 
CHARLES SWAIN. 


; roe Gasite, 


EDITORS AND PROPRIE TORS. 


‘@ 
os bart 














Y wre 


“NH ‘eBery - pK shee ‘oucos ep) suv 
4a0f | wer ‘ag, ,,"t} WOOs TeAom oaNy T 


Bh posynSerp | OTF? OW fq Cuno v opem cya ‘uopmo”] mH 20% 
“Woo ys & oem ereq ‘aoyqees JO OpLd on orem | “* 


qhoqo’] " HPIBMO} FONT GOTO POULIN JOSsAj;04 4 


q woou oy) ue@e8 04) 
-{neqe’] snewao 
paw ‘dep seus Ott 
‘saaeu8 oa #pq) JO suvoul fq uty odwore 
dee 

Sq posse ‘310m #Tq 78 FAEPSUOO PUP WwouoY Fem a ora Setoee Yam Nee oe Ts 

Woes soaou oavy BO 
swe Fanos om ponte 
oy tees 04 
eyq P| Bree 
-uosevyy “KK GOU* 
‘a%e ee ee anok 7¥ 4948ne een. 
0} #8 08 ‘sap BOMIP F 
~a oumagoig Ou 
Sulsen as poyeBossoya} OF Wi nod », | meq) 

ork ‘pavnd snok GO Off >» 

wett B , OT Ba eee ajo OY poeuo;}tout oy 
‘2ujusom oq) Uf 


-10ewe “UY WA updos, “euorardo 8yq 
-@4 8 Uy AoyI00y Paw Ay 42U0f]—"HOU] La0Ky ‘yeguoewes] WK OUTUR 814) BUPUAAS CGO your (403 
uatnoge] powwa ‘ydnd 
orl oBuezys Fujmojos om 99119 OBEY “HK “HTH 


We eardewer! 5 physi, Ba ich paced oy ag 
‘ : amay 04 pemoiie opwyoay ied 
Osim poms ‘anode omyye [NM dhurey ot 08 ae mee sydad i 


ek FAMILY NEWSPAPER: NEUTRAL IN POLEY 


‘nog fe ‘Uoq) Fem jOOyoH OGL 
oun Lue yo 0q 19300; ou prnoe Fayyousy 
Soumeu uy 20sseg01g © gnq sem FyBsjUosse hy 


{J0 woqods y pavoy sou poy 1 req) NOL pyO 
nod sayooop pynogs I +> ‘dnd oq) pousrngos 


wy mysed NOK», 1 s0Rew 
4nd pops pay ‘exsoqngdars coum 
ym cere oq emwOd: om 30 pre | *° 
Uy sROYOS pay WIE PeUywtoL OYm ‘sau 





* Areopors ‘sey 90dea, 
om Gets NOL PlNOm ye YA 
vq 07 40400 spumerd 10809] 
FE Mf 2204) “ZIG +> | OEY OF pres 
od om 70 OBsey Uy s0;90ds 
ogs oy sore PSerosppe eeAyUoesT]T “1K 


“opts eqs © 
pose .d OP 


-aapun off 





Te qorye oopad © 72 moog sLONg 180q OM JO 
4 EUs poeoy-qiiq Hoye sfvp oq uy 


‘SHUUL ONTTODANS 


‘SPI BDpg 








‘poem puctog ,,3\8 ‘ou 
«fd WOOT ON 
4 yoy Ave 004 | 28 ‘mony »» 
«BON» od Woo 
oq nok >> ‘ary OF s0msazOLT oN 
ogo] {NeWEON > “ORE oD OF 
<soSaoqtn0ge'] “KO peqeo zyway 
sonvoqnydare oy) uy pays 
“pouodduq 1 “peop 


quem O78 


9043 autos pervdeoad Ajay) 
20g “SOMATO Hie Kay 


-suojued 







uo se@ pemwep 2088A;01 fF 


ayes00 y “Bulpeeo 


4 ire pees eo emp 


Po-ticld Oar een, 





«(4090p 8, 4poqomos wFe yy and paw og «, 


ors NO 
WSUSSVTO snowapnva, SHE 40 4 


a sesame | *oeeteN aoa t 
{oe HORI be syne © wt pomner” PE nee ons wn paw ‘er ioasasd at 
senek 7° VHS hy peqandt om Ayerwuee TN ‘sq oommnr® -* eguooses TO" 
Fae . pdnn on 00 Magan | OO ‘ ay pm 
tpasonooyy 1 8 Henn pears om et ” nent 
sasoeat om Rayne pant aur! , nok one Say reuse? - pw 
Py ite foie ayes ous! wee ‘6s “ esos uo* = yaosot 
oq) amape cponeytios rete ‘aot « pow ore f same 
-qog oy doo 0 Snmyan ens °° equye poVErenne® ype ose wok TN caus 
— oy tape OF POP fig porserd® 6 sede? 
*uava ant sqopuedene? ott? ons — 
- a ‘ - ; yoo 6 eee we my popaonond _ 
*310 quo " oe ae omnes ser aouayots MON 
i noes onan aoe ay) don £yooseo" a 
ane je. " pinos awunpeet a pyran ‘onowes .Pp 
a. or eee 1 00PKCT teas © Ont 
mone syot © ** 


frost) Perv 

en agua yerweus © 
‘feu a pads mou 

aq doosp vIRO* om 
amos) o@ 0008) ON —— all 
A nat sa moss wu 


*quseo ayde © 94 
a ean th aenoqrst © Nit 28"S 


an re 

aos) ot) Buqeomtey ie 
—samop * scree uo a Yoo 

semoy porpess-yandianey ©) 







































































































“ 


‘f) 


/ t 





















¥ 


’ 


DOMESTIC 




















A bird, that sky-ward might repair, 
Or sear to heavenly things : 
Ab, yes, were I the biessed air 
That bore thy glittering wings | 
‘Then she would like a river be, 
With green banks sweeping wide ; 
And 1 —1'd be some willow tree 
‘Still whispering by her side. 


Can I be nothing without you’ 


ta which I live each hour! 
If such a lot must me befal,— 


gwicwa 








at it. There comes our good Mr. 
A see how Davison’s hat goes off to him; 
there was a bow for you !”” 


recollect ever hearing the name before.” 

* He is a retired werchant, and has bought 
an estate at Wicklowe, in the next village. He 
is very rich, and little Davison fawns and 
cringes before him, like a spaniel. I see it all 
now; there is an only daughter there, too. 
Miss Parsells is not what I call an ugly woman, 
but if it were not for her tiamense expectations, 
ugly as Davison is himself, he would look for 
more beauty. The fellow has been twice mar- 
ried. Yes, there he goes; he has left the others, 
and has walked off with good-natured Jemmy 
Pareelts.” 

« But, supposing that Miss Parsells is ugly ? 
Surely this man can have no pretensions to 
her hand; and he is upward of forty, by his 
looks.”’ 

“There is nothing better or worse to be said 
of him than that he scourged his wife to death. 
He married an only child; I speak of his first 
wife, for the second one, poor thing !—no, lucky 
creature !—died of a pleurisy before he had 
time te commence operations. His firet wife 
was a young lady of good birth, and, as was 
*upposed at the time, of good fortune. She 
was an intimate school friend of your aunt Phil- 
lida, bat their int was i upted after 





S god Weds toll tae 


« Who is this Mr. Parsells, uncle? I do not 


hi See 
a awd th 
Ce eel 
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7 but Mr. Andover, how could I tell, 
that he preferred the gilt one? Thee, he| clergyman. I thought his wife could not be 
thought as I thought, and as I uniformly pre.| afraid of dogs, for there were no less than four 


ferred 
happy to approve—were not you, James! I | stambled, as he entered the parlor; but instead 
never heard, then, of his dislike to this poor] of apologising to him, Mr. Graylove cast a re- 
cock; but a month after marriage makes 4] proachful look at his poor wife. 
great difference, you know, Mr. Andover.” “<I told Mrs. Graylove,” said he, with an- 
seeentie eine eotan — as s other glance, «that if she persisted in driving 
e bride’s heart, Ormsby | 414 Carlo from the hearth-rug, he would take 
was trying to catch her eye. I saw that her Pa the door-rug; and ea te I wes 
prattle disconcertcd him, and he wanted to stop right.”” 
her; but she ran ~oy- my uncle listened | «Oh, never mind,” said my uncle, mildly ; 
with as much glee ee «no harm is done ; only that Carlo has chosen 
Ormsby walked scross the reom, 80 a4 to get! , very inconvenient place of rest; for be must 
ar een © eee OP be continually disturbed by the opening and 
clock straight. v shutting of the door.” 
woes eee ae ow with ali md «Yes, but the door opens outward, as you 
’ ’ foolish clock see,”’ sald Mrs. Graylove; and people gene- 
Sas eel Gort det eis con rally see him, and so step over him, if he is too 
grit one, Why, only a litt ore YOU CAMC | tary to get up, as he was to-day. If Thad my 
a way, dogs should never come in the parior: 
Her husband caught her eye this time, and én ch & perfect nuisance, and I tell Mr. 
his looks quelled ber—for her laugh and her Graylove—” 
en ae ° oa ic gh yarn The oye quelled her. « What!" said I, « is 
amias now, when it was slways pleasantly lis- it always thus? Is the married eye always 
tened™to before her marriage, This was evi-| "*4Y to reproach 7” 
dently thé first stroke of the married man's eye.| UT last visit was to a very aged couple, Ti- 
Ig embarrassed her; she cast « timid glance at | ™°Cby Winter, and his wife. He was an old 
country gentleman, of cighty-six, aftiuent and 
her husband, and was silent. é 
« Did you see the fellow’s eye ” asked my respectable. On this day, there were thirty-six 
children, grand-children, great grand children, 
uncle, when on our way to the next house. 
As Rie! and two little twin beys, his great-great 
Bon ogoer abd anid. usthing eminns chet santo, 2 wan thelr aged subeabes’s 
was only « little bridish. Ormsby did not like = ~ a pe 
Is themed be Red streck the | aay “Surely.” Gionght 1, ~ tht mam 








the marriage. Mr. Dell, the father of Christi- 





“Pictures of Life. 


aus, Was reputed to be rich, and Davison so 





em 
Pe met « 





























4 © &- MARRIED MAN’S RYE. 
ne TSppiale Digoes lncnen ts open 


Viewetnk te protatio thst the following is 
Setters 
80 a 

im all fairness acknowledge, and is 
te de so mach good, that it is wor- 


ingratiated himself with him, thet, being a hy- 
pochendriac, and not a good business man, the 
fellow soon became his factotum. Every thing 
fell into hishands; and the short of it is, that 
he determined to have Mr. Dell’s money, and 
his daughter in the bargain, since he could not 
get ene without the other.” 

« Ah, uncle, I recollect now; did I not see a 
Mrs. Davison with aunt Phillida, at the springs, 
the summer before I went abroad 1” 

« Yes, about four years ego, just before she 
died; and it was there that I sew how the 
wretch treated her; and yet no one else per- 





turned | on ber, Davison would have treated her differ- 
tanta med Jen 5) AS in what 

, «« you 
‘ oe ee = his deviltries consisted ; but they were of such 
‘Me. Andover, please to look,” said & nature, that in ten years—it was a slow poi- 
have broken glass son, that eye of his—he fairly worked this gen- 
ee re -_ te ature out of exist l only wish you 
take this mo- dared ask your aunt all about it, for women un. 
run off quickly for the derstand this misery better than men; but it 
you | Almost sets her raving. Our principal reason 


, added to a large income, and a | immediately. 


v* 
we are 


uncle,” said I, whon the glazier 

«how has it happened that you ne- 
, You have always been rich, and 
how see, you must have been 
” 


wnele pulled up his collar, and 
casting bis eye toward the 


Leo, I believe I was tole- 
ta my youth, and I cannot 
to 


merry. My 
that I shoald fall in 
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at 


| 
Vs 


$ 
z 
r 
: 
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lengh; he could not bear to see ber pleased 
with any one’s conversation ; he sneered at ber 
whenever she opened her lips—unobserved, 
mind, by others. By his bard manner, he drove 
all her early associates, those who loved ber 
and could have comforted her, Ilis eye 


tH 


she opened her lips to speak, or to 
} and it hed the power of a ser- 
. There is no thraldom, Leo, 
hraldom of a married man’seye. He 


Fit 
iy 


was very delicate, and when 
that her feeble strength al- 


aay 
aHi 
ete 
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come, 
sally out: it ip visiting time, and we owe 
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house, Now, Leo, look out for the 
to- 
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Bille ‘vad 670 ef Nn-—-ans hop en her different a hover and a busband are. 


imposaibilities, almost, from her, for 


-| when I said that I gave up cats to please 


Aut 
bit 
iH ¢ 
Hh 


bi’ has scourged his eye out by this time.” « Look 
false colors of courtship, avd hed nailed up the | Au¢ tor his eye!” said uncle Andover. 
oe Gab Gy Ge uetieet. Ben a oll Ali seemed to hover about the old man, ani 
” ° 
i wr visit to My. EB he I kept wondering why the same fuss was not 
next was to My. Emerson, the! + ont up with the old lady, too. Very little no- 
chemist. He lived in the groptest harmony | tice was taken of her. There she sat, in a cor- 
with his wife; they had been married seven ner by herseif, smiling and nodding, and look- 
years, and had several fine children. The very ing so happy—poor old thing !—but to my eyes, 
moment we entered the house, he cast a fierce she did not seem to belong to the people around 
look at his better half. ‘‘ My dear Jane,’’ said her. She was a delicate, lady-like looking 
he, withs look and tone thet badly acoonded | | 15, with « mild expression, and of quiet 
With Ge tender epithet, « why do you shut out | -sasory; while the whole brood were seedy 
Mr. Anderson’s dog? Do open the door, and | csre.worn, sinister-looking people ; rough and 
let him come in. Pray excuse ber,” continued | uneducated. Even the father, although of 
he, casting aside the marriage glance, and look-| arse exterior, had s cast of superiority, We 
ing most kindly on us ; « she has such an aver-| cron sco this in families, and there is no ac- 
sion to dogs, nay, such a foolish fear of them, counting for it. 
that my poor Romeo has but « sorry time of it,/ rhe only unc that at all resembled the old 
for when my back is turned, he is banishe:! to lady, was the mother of the little twia boys, 
Cea who died of » broken heart, from iM usage. 
“Then why,” said my uncle, mildly, “ wbY| Hor gashand was a brute, and broke his neck 
do you keep a dog, if Mrs. Emerson is afraid in a horse-race, just one mosth after his wife’s 
of them. I am very fond of cats, and I should | Gosth, ‘The childsen were taken home te thelr 
have two or three Maltese and Angolas, if Phi!- paternal grandmother, and this, as I have said 
lida were not averse to it. She dislikes cats-as | V4, their first visit. With that placid smile on 
much as your wife fears dogs, and in conse- her face, old Mrs. Winter was the only one in 
quence, I have banished them. | tn the group who felt » pang at the loss of the 
eapest end drive Sevtas tom Soery te children’s mother; and yet, living at a great 
fs seratching at it, and Mrs. Emerson must not ai fiom tee, she hed sever't yen by 
be kept uneasy.” Emerson here cast another peo r aa” 
look. ; pP am atntien 
What,” thought, «do alt men change |, *0, “ue mat oben wren eter pe 
- ; 
te thts way after marriage 1? My uncle, as if dured for them all! In some shape or other, 
divining my thoughts, nodded bis head, but I) ier assistance, her feelings, were in constant 
a ee ef santa eee requisition. To every one of the rough, un- 
mine otherwise Aen tae gainly-looking people, she had more than acted 
“Did you sve Kmorson's eve?" said my « mother’s part; and yet they showed more re-. 
Susie, pen fairly on the pavement; <: and yet! + oo oll Thesthy, whe hid bever voleata- 
he is « pleasant fellow. How well he talks, and tity, my uncle sald, done them one kind oct. 
how kind and considerate he is to everybody, Young os I was, | had seen this before, in seve- 
poorant all. Ho to really 6 goed men, snd We! a aaics, The descendants make a greater 
could not get on well without him; and I have ado with the old grandfather 
no doubt that he is, in the main, an indulgent «Stand aside, Sally dear,” said the aged 
husband. Now he might as well give up his woman, *end tet. me have another leth.at the 
faney for eae that his wife — dear little boys. Alas for their poor dear mo- 
them. gon iis pene yn ther! What are their names, did you say? 
persists in it. 4 "9 ae Henry and George? Well, they are very pretty 
bad opision of our sex, when — how | names, but I wonder that onc of them was not 
remem- | called Timothy.’’ 
oe ack eh toe Waka As Old Timothy had some such feeling In his 
d own mind, for most old people have this passion 
Save Seem. te Hivleiven be Vials, Ms aupet-} os ase name to deena to their grand- 
— te chee oan SS caananeain children, let the name be ever so ugly. Bat if 
e Ae! ft was a mark of respect to give the child his 
was "Gated the mnell of tobedce-eaeke, yet name, so it was a mark of disrespect, or indif- 
Cer Rhee, ever uh of. Bo meanth now. tt, nsatees Aahag tt. Bo mabe thle 
Did you see what a sarcastic look she put on, neglect apparent to others, was ofhesive to eid 
Timothy ; so he cast his eye wrathfully toward 
his wife: « Nomsoase!” said this old man of 
eighty-six. He meant that this look from his 
eye should have reached her, bot it failed, for 
it fell on my uncle. Timothy was almost blind, 
yet he did his best. 
«And yet,”’ said uncle Andover, after we 





| yourannt? The expression amounted to this : 
* Yes, bachelor Andover, but there is all the 
difference in the world between giving up your 
whims to please your sister, and renouncing 
them to please your . If Phillida had been 
your wife, inviead, your sister, the cats 
would have been paramount.’ And indeed, 
my dear nephew, | am afraid this would be the 
case. It is this fear which has kept me an old 


Ht 
if! 
it 
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iu 
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bachelor.”’ 

Our next visit was to Mr. Renshaw, a retired 
merchant. He had an excellent wife, and 
lovely children, all of whom were in good 
health, and well managed. He wes so cheer- 


at that wretch’s table without insult or ful, and she seemed so much at her ease, that 


Least my eye toward my uncle; but he shook 
his head. ‘ Walt awhile t” said he, in an vn- 
dertone. 

«* How finely the children grow!” said he to 


| Mr. Renshaw. « Let me see, your eldest must 


« Why ?” said he; “why because men, to 
the last, hold the purse-strings, my son; and 


_ | « Lacky !—why, young massa, Cato never look- 










































be twelve years old, now 1’ she that bas tolled for them up to her eigh- 
«1 really do not know,” was the answer. | Meth year, and has for ever intereeded for 
« My dear, how old did you say Augustus wis? | them, when the old man was churlish. The 
' but I really have workings of that old man’s eye—of every man’s 
™ ee re ) her and all old women what they 
ee ae ; ong my ~ 

horse and your—" Her husband her 9 | Coming; their day ts Leo 
look. os gave * Hetie twin brothers will mot tay ~Wegnenent” 


We saw several glances of the married man’s 
for the firs did not seem to quell her suffi- 


H 


i 


“To be sure, my doar uncle,” said I, “a 
man must often say and do foolish things, and 
often act contrary to his wife’s judgment. He 
must, therefore, be as Hable to the flerce glance 
of the eye, as she is. Tho only wonderful thing 
about it is, that any ian who tenderly loves his 
wife, can let his eye fall on her as if she were 
his enemy.” «No, Flora,” sald I, « never 
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Short | shall this oye reprove thine!” Uncle Andover 
his old | looked up and smiled. 
#0] At the bead of the broad street, we stopped 


i 


to buy an orange of old Mrs, Tray. She was 
waiting for us, and keeping herself in sight, that 
the might say a few words to guod bachelor 
Andover, » name by whieh he always went, ead 
to which he always answered as readily and as 
innocently as when he was called Leonardus, 
which was his name, Mrs. Tray was not so 
anxious that we should buy her fruit, as to hear 
my uncle say a few pleasant words to her, and 
~ | to chat over the news of the day. ler hisband 
vino, was contred in and around the house of | sat on the stops, smoking his pipe. Ile was a 
Mr. Frazer, © manufacturer ia large business, | poor sorry, do-little follow, blind of one eye, 
and dil scarcely any thing toward supporting 
the household. 

** Good morning, Mrs. Tray! Tow are you, 
and how do you like tho railroad! They paid 
you well for eutting through your garden, 


“T have no doubt,” sald uncle Andovor, 
when we left the house, «that the doctor was 

dering and d ing about this wen, just 
for talk’s sake, before we went in; and so bis 
wife, feeling anxious, and for the want of some- 
thing better to say, blundered on the wen. Aro 
you satisied now, Leo?” asked the good oki 
bachelor. 





prime of life, although be had a daughter mar- 
ried, whose first baby was now on ite first visit 
to his house. Nothing, of course, was too 


only eye that does not carry a savage authority 
in it!” 


little coaxing, my dear aunt and unele coasent- 


headache.” 
A fierce look from the old brute stopped ber 


the bronze clock, why he was only too] lying about. Over one of them my unele| at once. He scourged her with the only eye | said I, not thinking that it was my attention to 


he had. 
We both laughed heartily, when out of hear- 
ing. | 
«You see,” said my uncle, ‘that it runs 
throngh all ranks and degrees; and if every 
one would keep a look out, as you and I have 
done to-day, the married man’s eye would be 
seen in every house. It is so common a thing, 
that it is never noticed. It ix looked upon as 
part of the marriage ceremony, or rather as ha- 
ving been engrafied upon « man, iu conse- 
quence of the ceremony.” 
“Yes, I shall now be forever watching the 
married man’s eye; but just for fun’s sake, if 
you are not too tired, let us go down into this 
oyster-cellar, and see what kind of eye old Cato 
has. I hear the pan going; his wife is frying 
oysters.”” 
“ His eye will work, too, depend opon it!’’ 
said my unele, with a smile ; + he will quell her 
—he will quell her !’’ 
But no such thing. To our amazement, his 
eye never shot an angry glance at the poor, 
heated, tired woman, doing her best, as nine 
wives out of ten always do. My dear uncle 
was quite “put out’ about it, for he was loth 
to admit that the rule did not hold good with 
allmen. We stayed half am hour, seated on a 
clean bench near the door-way, chatting with 
the old man and woman, who, in the time, dis- 
pensed two panfuls of oysters, nicely fried, to 
their customers... — | : 
My uncle, as I thought, made several eforts 
to provoke a shot from the eye of old Cato; 
but it made no impression. | told bim that I 
suspected he was playing false; but he denied 
it, though he said if the glance conld be ob- 
tained, it would not signify whether It was pro- 
voked or whether it came naturally. 
the proneness to make use of the eye— the 
euthority of the married man’s eye—that he re- 
belled against. 
But no unlucky word or deed from old Dinah 
had any effect upon her husband’s dim, bleared 
eyes. My uncle now “ set in to talk,’’ first to 
Cato and then to Dinah, who was now preparing 
a third pan of oysters. 
1 will show you Cato’s eye yet !’’ said my 
unele. 
TI doubt it,” I replied. 
“How many children have you, Cato? I 
used to see four or tive playing about you, 
year or two ago, and sow I only see the little 
girl who cartied out the oysters.” 
«We have ine, mavsa Andover, and all 
doing pretty well, ‘ceptin’ Clarissy, who lost 
her good husband, poor ting! Sol told my 
Dinah to tet her and de c’diktren come home. 
Dat little girl ts her oldest girl.” 
“This comes very hard upon you, Cato. I 
must tell my sister to look into it.”’ 
“Tanky, massa, tanky; but tt is not for me 
to complain: only Dinah, my poor woman, I 
tell her the will fry her eyes out. I have 
nothin’ to do but to sit still half de time and 
open oysters; bat tank God we have a great 
run, massa; and Dinah, nobody can please de 
cfetomer 90 well as she, massa. Den, when I 
have taken out de shells, I does nothin’ bat go 
about and "muse myself in de garden, or lean 
over de wagons, and get tings cheap. But it 
comes very hard upon my poor woman dere ;"’ 
and Cato cast a tender, humane glance at his 
wife, who. having just Gnished her oysters, was 
turning them Into a plate. 

My uncle looked at me from the corner of his 
eye, to see If I had observed the old man’s. 

«*T saw it,” said I, «it wae a glance worth a 
guinea,” 
In a moment Dinah stood before us with a 
tray, on which wore two plates, each containing 
six of the largest and finest oysters I ever saw. 
A little table was placed between us, on which 
were a snow-white cloth, bread, pickles, wus 
tard, pepper and salt. 
She turned aside to look at Cato; but oh, 
what a delighted eye the affectionate husband 
east op her! He fairly rabbed his hands with 
joy at this mark of attention to us. 
** Dat’s it, Dinah, dat’s It; sow why didn’t / 





«Flora, my love, how goo buing about ’’ 


Davison’s that pr 4 her from 
keeping the path. ‘Don’t gase 02 these pee- 
ple so,” said 1, canting the married eye on poor 
Tian, veo cals MOwing ay vest. Mey 
uncle was a little in advaaes of us, and 

his bead in time to cateh the look. 

«+ Leo, write this all dows,” said bachelor 
Andover, ‘for the good of the femele sex.” 
«I will,” said I, looking abaaked ; « Flora, 
dearest ! forgive me !”’ 
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CHAPTER X!I. 
THR VALLEY. 
W he can palst 

Like nature? Can imagination boast | 

Amid its gay creations bac like hers’ 

Or ean it atx them with that matehiees «kill, 

And jose them in each other as appears 

in every bud that bhows —- Thomson, 
The scenery in which are located the chArac- 
ters aud events of this story is not drawn from 
imagination only. 

Some years ago—before the railroad 
that pow passes through that section was lsid 
out,—+*in the good old days’’ of turnpike 
roads, and sociable, slow stage-cosches, it was 
my goed fortune to travel several times back- 





and across the opposite mountain. It 
had a chimnefief rough hewn rocks at the back 
of the house, j—a smal! window east and 
another west, the door sonth as I said. A 
dilapidated feace straggied around an impo- 
verished look iag garden, and beyond that were 


the mountain were the stunted growth of ever- 
greens, and in the valley below the varied 
scene of woods std streams and open glades 
before deseribed. 

The cabin was oceupied by a miserably poor 
widow, and het three children—a boy and 


and appettaining to the Grey he might be blamed if he djda’tgo and eee 
a . Iwas us the Grey Rock | after her Aimself, too. And by the Abbess 
Cabin. Jt wis an olf lég house, containing but | giving alms from the front porticnof her 
one square room, with s loft over it. It fronted | vent, and whe, casting her dark 
door looked down upon the | wintry landscape and 1 


bacon the very next blessed morniag' and that 


ing redly from the mountain hat, east and west, 
over the snow, and who, gazing on it, said to 
hersetf, 

«+ She never comes to ask assistance, although 
she must be im great need, I wish we could 


ing darkness, chanced to descry the light streatn- 


he ad » @ee ; eI 
PHILADELPHIA, SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 9, 1856. epi rinses 
sr an mrp areenereenspener vaso 
SEs eh ee ee wermer cifmate, and fateh him if) are not very fat '—contrarywise, I 
The next visit was to Mr. Graylove, tho | the cold brick wall, would bring on his old | «To be snre I did; and how mostly she bore atop oe oe ryt tin 4b <6 tae, ber! 





possibly get her little girls inte the asylum. ! 
must send to.merrow and see after them.” 
Vinally that cheerful beacon light was seen 
by a handsome, sturdy lad in a homespun ruit, 
with a fox-skin cap, aad ogue-end ohench ef] 
game acrow his shoulder, who came singing 4 
song as he trudged through the erusted deep 
snow, among the stanted pines and cedars up 
the in side. 





twin girls. How they sabsisted that dreadful 
winter, none but He whe feeds the ravens could 
tell. 

While the hesband and father, Abram Brup- 
ton, lived, he had supported them by day labor 
on the surrounding farms, by cutting wood and 
hauling it to the nearest town for sale, and by 
hunting upoa the mountains; while his wife 
kept the cabin, tended the little vegetable-gar- 
den, took eare of a cow that supplied them 
with mifk and batter, kept some poultry that 
brought them eggs, and two pigs that were des- 
tined to be changed into winter bacon. Be- 
sides this, she spun and wove all the coarse 
domestic cloth for the children’s clothing, and 


Was the widow in such desperate need as her 
wealthy neighbors thought! We shall see. 
Let us re-enter the cabia. Itsone room is poor 
and poorly furnished enough, Heaven knows! 
But the glorious Gre is a mtury thet the most 
costly and elegant saloon would, | am sure, be 
the handsomer fer, aad which it cannot have. | 
And that glowing fire lighted up and displayed | 
every nook and corner, high and low, of a room 
jast perfect in its cleanliness. Indeed, it seem- | 
ed as if the poorer that widow became the more | 
fastidious she grew. |[t was as if the last re-/ 
fage ot her worldly pride and ambition, if not | 
of her self-respect, was to be found only in the 
, 1 ) oer of her Vi 








knitted alll their stockings. And times 
she wove carpets, for such housekeepers as 
kept no loom or weaver at home. 

But after the death of her husband, who had 
now been dead some years, the widow and her 
children bad suffered very muach—suffered a 
great deal from inevitable poverty, and a great 
deal more from the losses and privations con- 
sequent upon ignorance. Her garden, that 
might have bees a soarce of great help to her- 
self and chibires, was suffered to fall into ste- 
rility for the want of proper cultivation. 

But after all, che in her ignorance was only 
following the same fatal course that rich val- 
ley farmers, in the utter recklessness of ex- 
g—that is to say— 





ward and forward through that tic region 
of country. We did not rush past with that 
speed that threatened to bring us up nothing 
short of the next world. We went slowly 
and carefully through those wild, tortuous 
mountain gorges, and up and down those steep 
declivities, and through those broken valleys, 
well wooded and watered, that lay between 
these successive mountain ranges. In a pass, 
on the western declivity of one of the ridges, 
was the mountain hamlet, where wo often 
stopped, and which I have veiled under the 
name of Kyrie. The convent also was vot 
many miles distant. 

The country was thea, as now, a beautiful, 
half-reclaimed wilderness. Successive moun- 
tain ranges ran nearly parallel from north-cast 
to south-west, with long, narrow valleys lying 
between them. The mountains were covered 
from base nearly to summit with a sparse growth 
of pines, thorns, hemlocks, cedars, and other 
evergreen trees. The valleys wore varied with 
heavy forests, open glades, and running 
waters. 

That most beautiful valley in which our story 
is located, lay embraced between two arms of 
the Alleghanies, thrown out from the mais 
ridge, and extending some five or six miles in a 
westerly direction. The arm on the right side 
was called the North mountaia, that on the left 
side the South mountain, or ridge. 

The western extremity of the North and of 
the South ridge were nearly opposite to cach 
other, and three miles apart. 

The lovely valley that lay embraced between 
these ridges was thus in the form of a long, 
irregular letter U. 

At the upper, or eastern bend, whence start- 
ed these two arms of the mountain, was situated 
the convent, whose front commanded the whole 
down view of the besutiful valley, broken and 
Variegated with woods and streams and rocks, 
and les from the mountain sides, and 





tink of dis, too? But she is always beforehand 
wid me, massa bachelor Andover. [ tink wo- 
men are always ‘cutér dan men in such tings ; 
but when it comes to open oysters, den we beat 
‘em! Yah! yab!” 

« Ob, never mind it, Dinah, woman,” said he, 
whefi the poor soul, in her haste to hand my 
uncle a glass of water, knocked over the mus- 
tard-cup, the contents of which ran on his 
boots; “pever mind it, old woman; massa 
don't care, for | can soon polish him up again, 
and I'll buy you another mustard cup.” 

+ Here is a dollar toward it,”’ said my uncle. 

* And here are two,”’ said I, « for net cast- 
ing am angry look at your wife, when she 
knocked the cup over.”’ 

4 Me look mask at me s”’ said honest Dinah. 


ed mad at me once in his life, 663 gan recomom- 
ber.” J Ee ts ined 

« Well, who would have thought it?’ said 
my uncle, as we left the cellar. «I must own 
that I tried hard, at the first going off, to pro- 


nee 
fe On Came wnirking along, with 
Miss Parselis hanging on his arm; when just as 


moredty at the Joke, and at her entbarrasament, 
atid he drew her arm in his s0 gently, as they 
moved away ! 
“He is engaged to her—he has her!” said 
my uncle; “but remember this scene, Leo, 
and mark his behaviour a twelvemonth hence. 
Hore comes our little beauty.” 
It was indeed my dear Flora, blooming with 
goodness, health, and loveliness. 1 forgot little 
Davison—I forget the whole world—as I sprang 
to her side. 
‘She is beautiful and happy,” sakd- uncle 
Andover, as I told him of my engagement, 
which I did as soon as we left the dear girl at 
Oak Valley; ‘but put of your marriage as 
long 44 you can, Ah! if you had told me of 
your love for her, 1 should bave tried to per- 
snade you to let her alone. She is teo guod, 
too innocent, for the married eye." 
** What! do you think that my oye will ever 
is quell that bright, beaming glance of 
ad 


“Yes, Leo, that it will, Obl Cato has the 


Well, the short of the story is, that, after a 


cast» crows glance at his wife, and said, «My 
dour, Leame pear breaking my neck over the 
child’s wagon im the entry; how could you let 
stand ‘there?’ “Ob, father,” said tho 


Renshaw revelled in unalloyed happiness. We 


admired and wondered at the child’s precocity 
and beauty, till even the mother was satisfied, 
and we were wondering what we should say 
neat, when Mz. Frazer came in from his office. 


» “was my fealt; it was I that loft 


- that you are so very old, bachelor An-| encountered them before, Inatead of her bon- 
wer.”’ 


fear that you will hurt my footings, by ciassing plum. Dut the tope was altered now. 

<n ames ol. warty it fs, Leo, | « You would come this way,” said he, look- 
ve an ave: to be thought ob, | replaced 

popes His fa00. clesred up in am instant; | as if age wore disgraceful, | Os eG ane e be a bn 

, as my uncle afterward observed, it makes a band is looking well, too, Mra. . He ridiculous. 

vast difference whether the injury, or opposi-| smokes atil!, 1 see.” we preweteqene ts pte 

tion, or vexation, Gomes from wife or a daugh- 

ter, But with this brauch of the question I 

have nothing to do at present. I am now only 

speaking of the married man's eye, ; 


was telling him, as you ame along this way, 
that he had better come in doors and smoke, as 
sitting’ o the sun, with his head leaning against 


didn’t they 1” ed to our marriage; and it so happened that a 
«< Why, yes, thanks to you, bachelor Ando- | few, mouths after, as I was walking one tine 
ver. I remember that, fall forty years ago, you | @fternoon with my lovely companion on my arm, 
told me, then a young girl, and you but afew and my uncle at her side—for he became very 
years older, that-- But may be you are one of | fond of her—we saw Davisou and his wife, late 
those who do not Hike to speak of their age; | Miss Parselis, in the very walk where we had 


met it was his hat that was knocked off by the 
«1 am turned of sixty, Mrs. Tray; so de not branch, J dare say the same branch, of the wild 





Your good bus-| on his head ; « you are always doing something 


foolish hat was dragged from your own foolish 
head in this very spot.’ 

“Do you hear f naid my unele: 

“1 do,” sald 1, 


You, Peter is quite well, at present; but I 





morton, his wife and her children. 


cabins nestled here and there. 

At the lower end of the valley, om the right 
hand, the North mountain terminated in an 
abrupt cliff, known as Mount Storm. 

And the South mountain declined gradually 
in a succession of rolling declivities, known a4 
the Sunset Hills. 

A wild river took its rise upon Mount Storm, 
dashed in a succession of falls down the side of 
the cliff, rashed around the foot of the preci- 
pice, and still following the base of the moup- 
tain ranges, took a bend isto the valley, and 
flowed in and out and around the, Sunset Ililis, 
until it reached the open country, where it 
flowed on leisurely to join the great, distant 
river, just visible to those who might stand 
upon the hill-tops. 

Beyond the valley the country was broken, 
hilly, and mouptainous—towering into other 
ridges, and falling into otber valleys, for hup- 
dreds of miles in all directions. 

In form the terminus of the North moun- 
tain, the cliff of Mount Storm, bore some re- 


4 


It presented an Finding aidasien ps wea 
aa enormous chair, of which the lower step 
formed the seat, and the upper step the back 
end from that cirou it was times 
named the Giant’s Chair. 

The lower step, or the seat of the chair, or 
the ledge of the cliff, just as you please to call 
it, was about half way down the front of the 





in extent, covered with a deep alluvial soil. 
Upon this ledge the manef-house, with all its 
commodious out buildings had been erected; 
and the ground had been laid out, terraced and 
planted, exotic trees had been sct, aud those 








mount, and comprised an area of several acres| pla 


agance were p 

starving the land and ting its sub 
by cropping it year after year, without retura- 
ing ft any nutrient te the shape of manure, or 
giving it any rest for aatuml recuperation. 

Poor Mrs. Branton, in ber bleak mountain 
cabin, did—< the best she could.’’ She took 
in spinning, weaving, dying—in short, any work 
that she knew how to do, and could procure ; 
aad she went out for a day's labor whenever the 
opportunity offered, which was not very often 
ina neighborhood where noarly all the isbor 
was performed by the negroes. 

Her son Wakefield, a fine boy of twelve years 
of age, helped ber as much as he possibly 
could, net onty in the quantities of game he 

home from the muantain hants, of 
which he was so fond, and in the roughest aad 
work, and im taking care of his little sisters 
dering her absence, but in many imiireet ways 
that none but the most affectionate and thought- 
ful nature would discover. 

Tt was a cold, bitterly cold evening in Febru- 
ary. The «now was two feet deep on the moun- 
tains, and frozen ever with a thick crust of ice. 
Every pine and cédar, thorn and hemlock, was 
weighed down witha deposit of snow. 

The sun was down, and the north-west wind 
was up, and raved and howled around the wi- 
dow's little ruinous log cabin, threatening at 
every gust to blow ft over. For ruinous the 
poor little cabin really was. In spite of the 
best care, the rads, unseasoned material of 
which it was built would wear old, the jogs 
would dry and shrink, and the clay daubbing 
between them would crumble and fall out. In 
the same manner the mortar between the stones 
of the chimney ould pulverizo and fall, and 
the timber of which the door and window sashes 
were made would decay. So, though the one 
door and the two windows might be shut as 
closely as possible, the wind had its own way, 
and entered at any side or angle of the wails or 
the fireplace where it Weted to blow. 

This evening especially the wind Was, as the 
widow declared, “trying of itself,””—some- 
times it moaned and wailed in the deep ravines 
like the lost spirits inthe bettomless pit —some- 
times it rushed toasting up the sides of the 
mountain, whirling, rending and r. among 
the trees, like the aforesaid epickes it loose 
wpoe the earth; and sometimes it made a dead 
set upon the poor Httle cabin, shaking and 
rattling its loose logs lke dry bones or casta- 
nets upon which it pleased to play weird mu- 
sic. Sometimes it fel back as if to gather 
breath and get Sy tor a spring, and then ma- 
king most UngeUeIEE tse of ite power, wonld 
rush upon the little deor or windows in such a 
storm that it "a3 @ miracle the whole house 
was not whirled before it like « dried leaf. 

But the wind was on old acquaintance of the 
widow's, a frequent Visitor at the cottage, in 
fact an intimate friend of the family, and not a 
fair- any means, but one that 
tn adversity asin 
er 








they beotme,, . 


, | Your eyes on opening it and entering. 


There was no great degree of neatness, order, 
or beauty in the arrangement of her room— 
there was only pure cleanliness and just so 
much of neatness, order, etc., as was compati- 
ble with unplastered log walls, an uncarpeted 
deal floor, old, ricketty, misshapen aad mis 

bed furniture, and d broken and 
mended with paste and paper. But the perfect 
parity! Soap and water was thet woman’s only 
extravagance, amd it became her! Besides the 
pleasing cleanliness, there was the glowing, 
glorious fire, which | am proud of as the great 
item of luxury im the room, as it undoubtedly 
was, and which, being immediately opposite 
the door, was the first object that would meet 





There was before you, om the right of the 
chimney, 6 dresser of two shelves, Gilling up all 
the space across from the fireplace te the cor- 
mer, and resplendent with two rows of bright- 
ened pewter plates aad dishes leaned against 
the wall, and farther adorned by a set of cheap 
crockery ware, that were made the most of by 
the saucers being turned down in rows, and the 
cups set upen top of them, with the teapot aad 
sugar bow! at one end, ieading the pile. 

On the left of the chinmey was the widow's 
loom, now laid up im idleness for the waat of 
work. 

On the right of the door by which you enter- 
ed, stood the low-pasted osken bed stead, with 
its bed and blue domestic yarn counterpane, 
and pillows in pillow-cases so white that they 
oe many flee housekeepers to the 


On the left of the duor was the ladder that 
went op imto the oft, and ander, it half-hidden 


worse beasts of prey than the dumb ones! and 
we hear the gospe! preached too'’’ 

« But the gospel mays, «Rise, Peter, kill and 
est.’” 


enough to stuff and roast Wie pigs. Wonder 
if thera be any superior order of beings that 
kill and eat «s, in some way that we don’t an- 
derstand, and all without our knowing it, a8 we 
do the rabbits and partridges—*’m blamed if 1 
don’t sometimes think it’s Wkely!” elf the 
boy, as he hung the game up on » nail near the 
dresser. 

“You do get some of the wildest notions, 
Wake, and I think it must be ‘cause you go so 
much among the wild varmints.”’ 

“fla, ha, ha! mother, faf’s the wildest 
thought of all_shouldn’t wonder if I got thom 
all from you, mother, dear.” 

«I was always counted « believer, Wake ?’" 

“Se am I, mother.” 

« And in nothing more and nothing /ess than 
is set down fn Holy Writ.” 

“So am 1, mother, only we don’t know, 
Lord help us, how much is set down there, long 
as we can’t read for ourselves.” 

« That’s the truth, too! La, Wake, when I 
was your age, I had such an ambition to learn 
how to read. Ob, I remember when I was a 
little girl out at service at okd Madame Throg- 
morton’s '—sometimes I would bear the young 
ladies read, and then, oh! I got such glimpses 
of the joys and delights there was in the insides 
of the wonderful little books' But whea I 
opened them and looked to see if | could make 
out anything by gazing, they were just as dumb 
‘o me asastone! And then the young ladies, 
you know, would feel tickled half te desth, to 
see hew | used to loiter, with my «mouth aad 
eyes wide open,’ they said—though | don't be- 
lieve thaf—to catch and swallow some o’ the 
reading! Then they made me bring my work 
in the parlor of an evening, to sit and listen ip 
the reading. And as | stand here this minate, 
with this coffee-pot im my hand, I deo believe 
they enjoyed their book twice as much for see- 
ing how keen I emjoyed it; for they would look 
at me, and be tickled te desth sometimes! 
And, ob! I did enjoy it—keen, L tell you! Qh, 
Wake! them was cvenings! Mr. Wilism— 
Doctor Throgmortoa that is now, would come im 
when we were all in the parlor after tea, ami 
bring a little bouk, may-be ao ligger Uhaa—than 
your two hands laid flat together, yet im that 
book he would sit down and read to the 





im the shade of the corner, was the widow's 
spinning -wheel—idie also for the want of wool 
to spin. 

About im spots, wherever there was room 
for them, sat three or four rough. home-made 
pise chairs, the work of poor Bruntes de- 
cceaset. 

In the middie of the floor sat an ocak table, 


young ladies round the work-table, and to 
me on the stool.—ihere wouxt be the greatest 
sights of lustories about nations, and Kings sad 
| queens and battles, and murders aad sodden 
| deaths that would make your head feel off. 
; Amd then, esother evening there'd be another 
book au bigger, yet that seemed to hetd ell the 
whole world, with the mest wonderful stosies of 


alse of domestic manufacture by the same | distant countries that you never dreamed of; 
hand. This table boasted ne cloth, but it was | some countries where it is almost always freez- 
scoured to such o milky whiteness, that the | ing winter like this, seme where it is burning 
want was not felt. That was all in the way of | summer all the year round; and thea the dif- 
farniture, if we exeept the kettle that was sing- | ferent races ef people, and the wild spimals; 
ing over the fire, the oven that contained the | and wonderful birds and fishes! And then 
corn pone on the hearth, and « few other little | other evenings agaim there would be other 
houschold utensils. books, foll of stories about Kuighte and 
There was no sup-riaity of any description | ladies and castles that would make my heart 
whatever—no little vanities in the way of orna-| burn. And sometimes there was beantifel 
ment, no cheap look ing-giass or low-priced pie-| poetry that would melt my bosom like a 
tare, or plaster-of-Paris dog or parrot or an- snow-bull before the fire, and make the tears 
gel, as may be sometimes seen in such cabins— | Tum down my face im the foolishest way' But, 
nothing but the hardest, barest necessaries of | Whether | laughed or cried or guped, as they 
life; yet over ali and through all there was a | "tid I did, I know one thing, I made » great 
sort of homely comfort and picturesque beauty | deal of fun for them somehow, for som times 
difficult to analyze. " they woeld laagh sf we until they were scarcety 
Se much for the still life. able to stir! Never mind! | dide’t care much, 
Of the conscious life tm that room there was | for ah! boy, those hours were like the king- 


firet the widow, a middling tall, thin, museu- 
lar looking woman, with dark hair and eyes, 
and « dark, sun-burned, wind-beaten, eare- 
worn face. She wore « plain gown of some 
coarse stuff that had once been black, but that 
tow, through long wear and frequent washings, 
had faded to an fron-gray. A bine checked 
handkerehief folded across her bosom, and bine 
checked apron tied around her waist; coarse 
yarn stockings, and shoes clumsy with frequent 
mending completed her attire; her head was 
bere, and her hair was twisted up behind and 
tucked under s horn comb In the very plainest 


dom of heaven come down, and not ous of 
these books have I ever forgotten, or what was 
read in them, either! That dees make me be 
able to amuse you with telling curious things 
these long winter evenings while I sft and 
knit.”’ > 

« But why mightn’t some of the young ladies 
teach you to read, mother; that’s what f woa- 
der.” 

« Laws, Wake, didn’t I ask them often and 
often t and so they woukd may be, only they 
were too mueh given to idleness like, and be- 
shies their brother, Mr. William, Doctor Theog- 





manner. morton that now is, woukin’t hear tell ef sigh 
The two Witle girls, the twin sisters, Alice | * ‘tine fr one minute; und be sakde: great 
and Annie, were pretty brunettes, right com- | deal about mixing up of classes, and making 
fortabiy clad im homevpun Mnsey, that had | ?°° folks feel above their places, aud ao on, 
once been as many-bued as the rainbow, but | with a great deal of ue talk about things that 
I couldn't make head nor tale of, ‘cept that the 





ferconrse with soup 





1 
house, fhe tMnmer and ghabbier and fower 
their garments, Why the more sociable and af- 
fectionate and Caressing (lis wind! In truth, 
the wied was am example to summer friends. — 
The family knew it, too! and perhaps that was 
the reason theytather Nked its rade muste, and 
toot all its stofhy assaults asso muck rough 


The widow herself declared that she did not care 
how it blew, if # would Gly got blow down the 
chimney, and send clouds of smoke and « little 
haiittera of sparks frum the fireplace into the 
room. 








indigenous to the soil thianed out and trinmod. 

The manor was a square, double fronted, 
three-storied house, built of variegated granite, 
that gave it quite a mosaic appearance. There 
wat a handsome, rather heavy portico at the 
main entrance ;—above the porticeand in the 
second story was a bay window; above that 
also in the third story another. And in every 
story, two windows each side the centre, making 
twelve in all. The house stood about midway 
the area, in the centre of the ornamental 
ground. A terraced shrubbery and flower 
garden lay before; and akitchen garden, vines, 
and choice fruit trees behind. While several 
ros beyond arose the front of the rock—not 


And upon this evening the wind, thoagh it 
raved and roared ee used though it wailed 
| and howled aad ed—though it wrenched 
| aml twisted ead tore the great forest trves— 
though it stormed and cannonaded and bon. 
banied the bouse—though it did everything 
that the mage imaginative poet or eraggerative 
novel-wright ever acoused it of doing —.. with a 
perfect loogpness’’—yea, indeed, though it did, 
to cap the*climax in the wittow's exprossivy 
language, “try itself,”’—yot it did not blow 
down the chimney and put the cottage fire out. 
Ua the contrary, it “drew” hard, and the 
great pine jogs piled up in the capacions tire. 
place sent a glorious blaze roaring up the broad 





straight up, but bending backward as it rose. 
Wild and beautiful, and in some respects | 
well chosen as this site was, it did uot prevent 
stern matter-of fact people from calling it at 
first ««Malmaison’s Madness.” Bat in the | 
course of time the place got its proper naime. | 
The winds that raved around the exposed cliff 
procured for it the appellation of Mount Storm. 
Some two or three miles ap the valley wasan | 
@ld fashioned farm- house, called, from its stand- | 
ing under the shelter of another towering pre- 
cipice, «Grey Rock,’ while still farther up 
aad lying midway between Grey Rock and the 
Convent, was another farm-house known as Red 
Ridge. The farms attached to these home- 
steads comprised a portion of the N orth moun- 
tain, and @ part of the valley lying below it. 
Thee were all the estates on the North side 
of the valley. 

Youelready haow that Mount Storm was oc- 
coupled by that «* Snowy Florimel,” the young 
widow, Mrs. Malmaison, her son Austin, ber 
houskeeper Bridget, her manager Jimmy 
Dougherty, and her household servants. 

(irey Rock was the home of Doctor 





And Red Ridge was tenanted by ~~“! wine 





* Did you see the look he gave ber ?”’ 








ae. ‘eee me a ° 


Great gusto, to the enjoyment of her warm), 


Of a woll-spreed '08-aNing out of the kiteh- 
Blaise Wikiman, Yee, swore jt was golng to be 
en-door thdler of a night, boped that poor 
© RAP ind her childron were not starving to 
death, vowed that he ought to be codwopple- cousin, though! ain’t she « trump! 
hammered for not sending her some provisions, 
and wished that what's-his-name, from the 


chimney, and also a glorious light and warmth, 
and « pleasant, wholesome, resinous oder 
throegh the humble réom ; and from the little 
uncurtained windows, cast and west, that fire 
sont long glowing streams of ruddy light far out 
Spon the winter snow—a very cheerful beacon 
to alt who might see it. And upon this even- 
ing far and wide was this light seen. 

Tt was seen by the people of the valley, who 
knew that that lonely, cheerful light upon the 
mountain came from the widow Brunton’s cot. 
tage. It was seen by Mrs. Throgmorton, at 
Grey Rock, who, looking out of the window of 
her back parlor upon the gathering night, won- 
dered carelessly what the poor widow and or- 
Phans bed for supper, or if they had anything, 
and then turned, with new appreciation and 






| likes of me were not to learn to read Hike the 
dium. Ami may be it might be so, the 
Lerd above knows—eo it wa’n’t auithert I 
‘Wou't say it was, if an angst told mess! be- 







of no partioular ooler at wil. Between these 
two children on the floor was a basket of cotten 
wool, in which slept a nest of young kittens, 
that the young girls were never tired of look- 


as she took the tongs, raised the lid fiom te 


sied herself by taking down the cups and sau- oven, end Salient —— me 


cers and the powter plates from the dresser, 
and arranging them upon the table, und going | °°!" © mm ont apemalange pewter-pinte, 
now and then first to one window, next to the | “2 St 1 upom the table, whence\tersweet, 
other, and then to the door to look out into the | TT “87™ scent dilled the room. Them ahe 
wintry night, saying, as she returned to her | Polahed of the coffee pet and set it'eh the 
task, | waiter, and then took the single salt herring 
«T wonder where your brother is, children, | "™ ‘Me sridirun, pat # ems Uttie dish and 
Its very cold. The wind blows as if it would | “Ce! Ht also on the board. The sweet pat of 
take the rocf off the house! I wish he would | Mh the Jug of milk and the maple-engar 
come fa.” | being there before—the supper was now ready. 
Ah! it was casy to see by the expression of | AB4 she set the chairs, and pat the two ietle 
that poor woman's face as she looked, and the , Sl P00 cach silo, while the sole represea- 
tone of her voice as she spoke, that her heart ‘*#ve of the « boys” took off his upper jacket 
was wrapped up” im that boy, just as all the |! bung it up, and giving his head s shake by 
poor neighbors said it was, When she spoke, Y* % dressing his hair, came forwand-to take 
the little girls would look wp from their play | Ni* Pisce 48 man Of the house, at the fect of 
and answer nothing at all, or only sy, j the table. 

“I wish he-may bring us home a live bind to | Ue 44 & time, well grown, handsome. ind, 
beep.” | with dark hair, aad eyes like hie mother’s 
The widow finished setting the table, by put- 84 sisters’, and & fresh, ruddy complexion, 
ting a pitcher of milk and a pat of batter upon“! * Warm, frank smile. 

it. And then she sat down in the chimney cor- « Sometimes, mother,” be said, as he cut the 
ner and took her knitting; bat she hed not pone ead helped ibis little sisters to brane 
knit many rounds before she heard the jeyous While the widow filled their mags wits 4 
carol of the boy’s voice, as he approached the | ‘sometimes, you know, I fest. aun bem 

house, singing. In another moment be opened | because I can’t haven). aepenen as 





sive ption of liness, exclaiming, 

«Well! here I am, mother! all right! ead. 
lots of game'” And then he stood oF 
down with sounding thamp ia fhe ie of rab. 


bits upon the fie" ir née did not think much 





and curtained room, her can” 


joy ment 
chair, and, the anticlyy’ 4, soon by 









come—you must be frozen,” said Mrs. Brun 
ton, affectionately. 


warmer. 
know! So Blaise Wildman says! and it’s the little piece of the 
truth, I reckon! Oh! my! hasn't he got a obstina’ 


here they are, mother,’ he said, taking up the / as 
bunch of game, and feeling the dirds—*~ they , 


of eNove making any amount of It. 
“Come to the fire, my boy—make haste—do | 


“Oh! not a bit of it! dear, no! never et ny 
Field sports warm up the blood, you 


Well! = 


hokd over, mother" 
ing the best half of 


the door, and came im with a lad’s gay, inoffen. | ®ve, nor 82.2" thew again, her's Goad 


Test how it Is, bat my mind changes alto. 

. and I feel like I do now, as if | was the 
very happiest bey im the werk’, with such « 
dear mother— mother, here! you take the mrd- 


cast Wis bunch of partridy a sturdy, off le piece of the fish, with the roe in it.” 


«No, no, you take fthat—you have bees 


hand sort Gd Gone that day, and was a long out in the cold all day, and you must be Dee 


is Not much—it I am, here’s lot’s, 1'™ ares 
. persisted the bey, @ 
the fiuh, ent out of the 


roam { rather hove thet 
« wo, | had a great dealt os 
me By ayy pe 

yy *, 
pou ro p 4 - sco ating an oe 
aa cof Bok OPT sts 
the Mtele bf ‘ee 

pega” 


ying, that © 
ying. to cat oat 


he Pp 


ther’s plate, sad One 
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